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PART I. 
FISF 
1. H. H. Goprrry—‘‘ Major-General Hutton’s March.”’ 
GRENADIER’S BAND. 


2. (a) Grarpint.—‘‘ Come Thou Almighty King.”’ 
(6) Lyra Daviptca.—‘‘ Jesus Christ is Risen To-day.”’ 
(c) DupLry Bucx.——-‘‘ Ere yet the Grey of Easter Day.”’ 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


COME THOU ALMIGHTY KING. 


Come, Thou Almighty King ! 

Help us Thy Name to sing ; 
Help us to praise ! 

Father all-glorious, 

O’er all victorious, 

Come and reign over us, 

; Ancient of days. 


+ 


Come, Thou all-gracious Lord, 
By Heaven and earth adored, 
Our prayer attend ! 
Come, and Thy children bless, 
Give Thy good word success ; 
Make Thine own holiness 
On us descend. 


Never from us depart ; 
Rule Thou in every heart, 
Hence, evermore. 

Thy sovereign majesty 
May we in glory see! 
And to eternity, 
Love and adore. 


JESUS CHRIST IS RISEN TO-DAY. 


Jesus Christ is risen to-day, Hallelujah ! 
Our triumphant holy day, Hallelujah ! 
Who did once upon the cross, Hallelujah ! 
Suffer to redeem our loss, Hallelujah ! 


Hymns of praises let us sing, Hallelujah ! 

Unto Christ our heavenly King, Hallelujah ! 
Who endured the cross and grave, Hallelujah ! 
Sinners to redeem and save, Hallelujah ! 


But the anguish He endured, Hallelujah ! 
Our salvation hath procured, Hallelujah ! 
Now above the sky He’s King, Hallelujah ! 
Where the angels ever sing, Hallelujah ! 


Sing we to our God above, Hallelujah ! 

Praise eternal as His Love, Hallelujah ! 

Praise Him, all ye heavenly host, Hallelujah !- 
Father, Son and Holy Ghost, Hallelujah ! 


ERE YET THE GREY OF EASTER DAY. 


Ere yet the grey of Easter Day 
Had tinged the night of weeping, 
With eager heed the women speed 
Where their dear Lord was sleeping ; 
With perfumes sweet, and spices rare, 
And sweeter balm of tears and prayer, 
To shroud His rest with tender care, 
With tender care. 


What glad surprise the clear sunrise 
Is with its radiance bringing, 
The tomb was bright with holy light, 
And shining angels singing : 
‘‘The Lord is risen! be not afraid ! 
The Lord is risen as He hath said ! 
Behold the place where He was laid, 
Where He was laid.”’ 


The tears of night are dew-drops bright, 
The sun-lit fields adorning ; 
And passion-days in songs of praise 
Shall end on Easter morning ; 
And doubts, and fears, and griefs, and pain 
Dissolve like clouds in gentle rain, 
To make the springtide bloom again, 
To bloom again. 


With heart and voice let men rejoice, 
In Christ, the King all-glorious ! 
He lights the gloom of every tomb 
Who rose from death victorious ; 
For all He broke its cruel sway, 
And rolled the heavy stone away 
From every grave on Easter Day, 
On Easter Day. 
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GérrzeE.—‘‘O Happy Day!” 
MISS FLOSSIE FIELDHOUSE. 


O"HAP EYE DANS: 


O happy day, that fixed my choice 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God! | 
Well may this glowing heart rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 


O happy bond that seals my vows 
To Him who merits all my love! 

Let cheerful anthems fill His house, 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 

’Tis done, the great transaction’s done, _ 
Iam my Lord’s, and He is mine; 

He drew me, and I followed on, 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 


SS a ee a a 


. .(a4) Menpetssonn.—‘‘ The Pilgrim’s Song.”’ 


(6) Haypn.—‘‘ The Spacious Firmament.”’ 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


THE PILGRIMS SONG. 


Let nothing cloud thy gladness, 
With sadness ; 

Denials thou must abide— 
Thou must abide ; 

Thou’rt purified by trials— 

Thouw’rt purified by trials. 


What fills thy heart with sorrow ? 
To-morrow? 
-Thou’rt guided ; Heaven cares for thee— 
Heaven cares for thee ; 
Thy wants will be provided— 
Thy wants will be provided. 


Serve God, obey, revere Him, 
And fear Him : . 
Stand fast, man! What He decrees 
What He decrees ~ 


Must be, and is, the best plan— x * 


Must be, and is, the best plan. 


Ss PHE SPACIOUS FIRMAMENT.: a a 


The spacious firmament on high, oe oy 
With all the blue ethereal sky, | 
And spangled heavens, a shining frame, tty ee) 
Their great Original proclaim. © Ne ghee 
The unwearied sun, from day torda vse ae aie 
Does his Creator’s power display ; . 
And publishes to every land | a 
_ The work of an Almighty hand. Se ee 


Soon as the evening shades prevail, 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale, 
And nightly to the listening earth Sy 
j Repeats the story of her birth ; a, 
While all the stars that round her burn, yaa 
And ali the planets in their turn, eae 
Confirm the tidings as they roll, 
And spread the truth from pole to pole. 


What though in solemn silence all, 

Move round this dark terrestial ball ? 

What though no real voice nor sound 
Amid their radiant orbs be found !— a 
In reason’s ear they all rejoice "S60 A 

And utter forth a glorious voice ; 

Forever singing as they shine, | L Anes 
The hand that made us is Divine. 


Marcu or THE Lines.” as ana 
PUPILS OF MRS. SOMERS. ; Hh i a 


) 


8 . . a ; 
3, (a) Breernoven.—‘‘ Lo, ’Tis Night !”’ 
@ Apsr.—‘‘ Over the Stars.”’ 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 
LO, ’TIS NIGHT. 


Lo, ’tis night! and earth is hushed in silence, 
While yon moon leads on her starry throng, ; 

Where vast unnumbered worlds thro’ boundless space are rollineam 

And ocean’s waves keep time with slow and measured song. 
Lo, ’tis night! to Thee, Lord, would I raise 

Songs of grateful love and praise. er 


How the ocean telleth of Thy wonders, 
Ever proclaiming Thy boundless power and might ; 
We hear Thy awful voice amid. the jarring thunders, 
_Thy mystic voice pervades the harmonies of night. 
Lo, ’tis night ! to Thee, Lord, would I raise 
Songs of grateful love and praise. 


Calmly, softly, may sweet sleep descending, 
In repose these weary eyelids seal ; 
May peaceful, happy dreams before my vision rising, 
The promised joys of heaven unto my eyes reveal. 
Ere I sleep, to Thee, Lord, would I raise 
Songs of grateful love and praise. 


OVER THE STARS. 
Over the stars there shall come a glad morning, 
When all thy longings, thy hopes shall be stayed ; 
What thou hast borne here—what thou hast suffered 
There by the All-wise shall be amply repaid— 
There by the All-wise shall be amply repaid. 


Over the stars all illusions shall vanish, = 
Clearly explained every doubt shalt thou see, 

All thou hast waited for promised by heaven, 
There shall be fully bestowed upon thee— 
There shall be fully bestowed upon thee. 


Over the stars shall again meet together 
Those who on earth sad misfortune did part, 
There shall dividing walls fall down forever, 
Joytully there heart uniting with heart— 
Joyfully there heart uniting with heart. 


i Se ae iy? 
tT. QuEeNnTIN.—‘‘ Temple of Peace.” 
. ae MISS EDITH MacKAY. 


* THE TEMPLE OF PEACE. 


O, sweetest of all music 
Is when little children sing, 

- And uplift their heart’s petitions 

To the everlasting King. 
In the abbey we may hear them, 

In the hour which is their own, 
As they raise their trusting voices, 

That will reach His mighty throne: 


‘ 


Heavenly Father, high above, © 
Thou dost little children love, 
Therefore, look on us, we pray, 
Guard us safely night and day ; 
Heavenly Father, King Divine, 
All our little lives are Thine, 
Grant that they may holy be, 
Worthy to return to Thee. _ 


Over those little children’s faces, 
While they breathe their fervent song, 
Steals a sweet, devout expression, 
That to angels might belong. 
For the want of faith they know not, 
But with souls undoubting cling 
To the sureness of His mercy, 
As they confidently sing : 


 -Heavenly Father, high above, 
Thou dost little children love, 
Therefore, look on us, we pray, 
Guard us safely night and day : 
Heavenly Father, King Divine, 
All our little lives are Thine, ; 
Grant that they may holy be, 
Worthy to return to Thee. 
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8. (a) Moorr.—‘“‘ Canadian Boat Song.” 
(b) Roor.—“ Soft Floating on the Evening Nie sh 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 
CANADIAN BOAT SONG. 


Faintly as tolls the ev’ning chime, 

Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time, 
Our voices keep tune and our oars keep time. 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 

We’ll sing at St. Anne’s our parting hymn. 


CHORUS. 


Row, brothers, row, the stream runs fast, 
The rapids are near and the daylight’s past, 
The rapids are near and the daylight’s past. 


Why should we yet our sail unfurl? 

There is not a breath the blue wave to curl, 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl. 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 

Oh, sweetly we’ll rest our weary oar. 


Ottawa tide, this trembling moon, 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon, 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this isle, hear our prayer, 
Grant us cool haven and fav’ring air. 


SOFT FLOATING ON THE EVENING AIR. 


Soft floating on the ev’ning air, 
Come sweetest songs of praise, 
As worshippers in yonder church, 
Their tuneful voices raise ; 

They sing of better land than this, 
They sing of better love— 

Of rest to come and perfect bliss 
In homes prepared above. 


. ; REFRAIN : 


Hark! Soft floating on the air; 
Hark! hark! The evening song, 
The ev’ning song of praise. 
Hark! hark! hark! hark! 


And over all the singing band 
Hangs Heav’n’s sweet peace to-night, 

While unseen list’ners hover round 
From angel homes of light ; 

‘““How gentle God’s commands,”’ they say, 

‘‘How kind His precepts are ; 

Come cast your burdens on the Lord, 
And trust His constant care.”’ 


Go forth, O humble worshippers, 
And let your faith be strong. 

For heartfelt praise is not in vain, 
And God hath heard your song ; 

So let your hearts and voices say 
To Him all praise be giv’n, 

Till singing band and angel choir 
As one are joined in heay’n. 


Se a ee a 


9, Dums-BEeLL Movements. 


PUPILS OF MRS. SOMERS. 
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PART II. 
(HISTORICAL). Bel 
4646 ae 


Lisrerro BY Mr. John Duncan-Clark and Mr. H. H. Godfrey. a 
FRR 
INDIAN. 
1. (a) Marcu. 
(b) Speaker.—MASTER RICHARD LEWIS. . 
(ec) Iroquois Sone. ( Traditional). | 
CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 
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- s 


Many, many moons have risen, 

Waxed and waned and set in shadow, 
Since our fathers all unhindered 
Roamed o’er forest, lake and prairie. 

In their ignorance they wandered, 
Spent their lives in tribal conflict, 

And of Manitou the Spirit 

Little knew and little heeded, 

Till the white man came and told them 
That the Manitou was Father, 

And so greatly loved the Redman 
That He gave His Son to save him. 
Now we know the wond’rous story, 
All the tribal fights are over, 

And we dwell in peace and plenty 
In this land that gave us being, 

In this Canada we love so. 


IROQUOIS SONG. 
Wennen go hi-ah, Wennen go hi-ah, ha, . 
Wennen go hi-ah, ha, ha, Wennen go hi-ah, ha, 
Wennen go hi-ah, Wennen go hi-ah, Wennen go hia. — 


ihe ) 3 Marcu OF THE HABITANT. . . 
ad 0) Spraxer.—MISS JENNIE JENKINS. | "ne ee 
—‘* Sol Canadien.”’ - - - Bedard VEO ak ine 
CHILDREN’S CHORUS. _ eh aah 


From Normandy and Brittany, _ ; J he aemey 
Far off in sunny France, 
Our fathers came long years ago oe ae 
Their fortunes to enhance : are 

They spied this land: They saw ’twas good ; ue 

They said “ Here let us stay aaa 
And plant the Lilied Banner — . Gece 
Ere the setting of the day.”’ pret a 


We are their children and we live 
> Way down in grey Quebec, Ron 
Whose ev’ry stone could stories tell Le a 
Of pillage, war and wreck. zt 
But white-winged Peace now reigns supreme | 
And very gladly we . on 
_ Have run up just to see you 
On our snow-shoes as you see. 


We are very glad to meet you, — 
Gentle sisters of the West, ag on 
And should you e’er return our call | ot tan 
F We’ll do our very best ) Poa! 
_ Just to show you all the love we bear . any 
re to this our native land, 
* we tread it like true sisters, 

_ French and eee hand in hand. 
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SOL CANADIEN. 


Sol Canadien, terre chérie ! 

Par des braves tu fus peuple ; 

Ils cherchaient loin de leur patrie 
Une terre de liberté, | 

Nos péres sortis de la France 
Etaient l’élite des guerriers, 

Et leurs enfants de leur vaillaince 
N’ont jamais flétri les lauriers, 

Et leurs enfants de leur vaillaince 
N’ont jamais flétri les lauriers. 


Qu’elles sont belles nos campagnes ! 
Au Canada qu’on vit content; 
Salut, verdoyantes montagnes 
Bords du superbe Saint Laurent. 
Habitant de cette contrée 

Que Nature veut embellir, 

Tu peux marcher téte levée : 

Ton pays doit t’enorgueillir, 

Tu peux marcher téte levée : 

Ton pays doit t’enorgueillir. 


SOL CANADIEN. 
— (Translation) 


Canadian soil, dear land ! 

By brave men thou wast peopled ; 
They sought far from their country 
A land of liberty. 

Our fathers set out from France, 
They were the best of soldiers, 
And their children, of their valor 
Have never resigned the laurels. 


How beautiful are our fields ! 

In Canada where we live content ; 
Healthful verdant mountains, 

Banks of the grand St. Lawrence. 
Dweller in this country 

Which Nature wishes to embellish, | 
Thou canst march with head erect : 
Thy country is proud of thee. 


15. 


: ENGLAND. 
ee 3. (a) Marcu or THE Roses. 

_(b) SpeakER.—MISS FLOSSIE WILSON. 
(c) Sona.—‘‘ The Sea is England’s Glory.”’ - Glover. 
| CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


_ Hail Motherland that lies beyond the waves, 
We give thee greeting, offspring of thy strength, 
Here on the ground-work of thy heroes’ graves, 
Behold a fair young nation stands at length. 
Sons of old England on this distant shore, 
oon Yet still beneath the flag we love so well, 
a We breathe the spirit of thy sons of yore, 
ms And seek to fill the place of those that fell. 


The Empress of the wave ! 
In peace she reigns so peerless, 
The Empress of the wave! 


Se ; THE SEA IS ENGLAND’S GLORY. 
“ ; The sea is England’s glory, 

ee ; The bounding waves her throne ; 
ae For ages bright in story, 
a The ocean is her own ; 

- Pass? , In war the first, the fearless, 

Fa ‘ Her standard leads the brave ; 
ar In peace she reigns so peerless, _ 
. The Empress of the wave ! 
: aS : ae ae The Empress of the wave ! 


The sea is England’s splendour, 
Her wealth, the mighty main ; 
She is the world’s defender, 
The humble to sustain ; 
Her gallant sons in story, 
Stand bravest of the brave ; 
Oh! England’s str’ngth and glory 
Are on the ocean wave! - 


Are on the ocean wave ! 
Are on the ocean wave! 

Oh! England’s str’ngth and glory 
Are on the ocean wave! 


Thou loveliest land of beauty, 
Where dwells domestic worth ; 
Where loyalty and duty, be 
Entwine each heart and hearth ; 

Thy rock is freedom’s pillow, 
The rampart of the brave ; 
Oh! long as rolls the billow, 
Shall England rule the wave ! pte 
Shall England rule the wave ! 
Shall England rule the wave ! 
Oh ! long as rolls the billow, _ 
Shall England rule the wave ! 


SCOTLAND. 
(a) MarcH oF THE CLANSMEN. 
(6) SpeaKER.—MISS ANNIE MELVILLE. 
(c) Sonc.—‘ Bonnie Dundee.’’ 
MASTER NORIIAN FRASER. ; 
(d) Cuorus.—‘‘ Blue Bonnets.”’ - Sir Walter Sco Ne 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


Wha wad na lo’e the lan’ o’ the heather, 
Rugged auld Scotia sae dear tae oor haerts ; 
Never can we while the years pass forget her, 
Tho’ we may wan’ner in many strange pairts. 
Yet in this new lan’, this braed lan’, this free lan’, 
Here we hae staked for oorsel’s a guid claim, 
Canada’s a’maist as fair as the Hielan’, 
Dearest: of a’ but the lan’ we ca’ hame. 


ii 
' BONNIE DUNDEE. 


Lords of Convention, ’twas Claverhouse spoke, 

Ere the King’s crown go down there are crowns to be broke. 
Then each Cavelier who loves honor and me, 

Let him follow the bonnets of Bonnie Dundee. 


CHoRUs : 
Come fill up my cup, come fill up my can, 
Come saddle my horses, and call out my men ; : 


Unhook the west port, and let us gae free, 
For its up wi’ the bonnets 0’ Bonnie Dundee. 


Dundee, he is mounted, he rides up the street, 

The bells they ring backward, the drums they are beat ; 
But the Provost (douce man) said—‘‘ just e’en let it be, 
For the town is weel rid 0’ that de’il 0’ Dundee.”’ 


There are hills beyond Pentland, and lands beyond Forth, 
li there’s Lords in the South, there are Chiefs in the North, 
There are brave Duine wassels, three thousand times three, 
Will ery Hey ! for the bonnets o’ Bonnie Dundee. 


Then awa’ to the hills, to the lea, to the rocks, 

Ere I own a usurper, I’1l crouch wi’ the fox, 

And tremble false Whigs, in the midst o’ your glee, 
Ye ha’e no’ seen the last 0’ my bonnets and me. 


BLUE BONNETS OVER THE BORDER. . 


March! March ! Ettrick and Teviotdale ; 
Why, my lads, don’t you march forward in order? 
March ! March! Eskdale and Liddesdale, 
All the blue bonnets are over the border. 


Many a banner spread flutters above your head, 
Many a crest that is famous in story ; 

Mount and make ready, then, sons of the mountain glen, 
Fight for your Queen and the old Scottish glory. 


CHORUS: 


March! March! Ettrick and Teviotdale ; 

Why, my lads, don’t you march forward in order? 
March! March! Eskdale and Liddesdale, 

All the blue bonnets are over the border. 


18 fea: 


Come from Me hill where your hirsels 2 are grazing, “a 
Come from the glen of the buck and the roe ; 

Come to the crag where the beacon is Bovine 
Come with the buckler, the lance, and the bow. 


Trumpets are sounding, war steeds are bounding, 
Stand to your arms, and march in good order ; 
England shall many a day tell of the bloody fray, 
When the blue bonnets came over the border. 


IRELAND. 


(a) Marca or Errn’s DAvGHTERs. 

(b) SprakerR.—MISS RUBY POWELL. 

(c) Sonc.—‘‘ The Dear Little Shamrock.”’ - 
MISS FLOSSIE FIELDHOUSE. 


(d) CHorus.—‘‘ The Minstrel Boy.”’ - 2 
CHILDREN’S CHORUS. é 


Ot 


Shure whin Oi came acrost the says | 
Oi wept to lave the Imerald Oile, 
Oi sobbed, ‘‘ Here ind my happy days, _ 
Oi niver more nade hope to shmoile.”’ 
But faith in this fair Canaday 
Oi cant help shmoilin’ all the whoile, 
‘“ No better land on airth,’’ Oi say, 
(Except it be the Imerald Oile. ) 


DEAR LITTLE SHAMROCK. 


There’s a dear little plant that grows in our Isle, 
’T was Saint Patrick himself, sure, that set it ; 
And the sun on his labor with pleasure did smile, 
And with dew from his eye often wet it. 
It shines thro’ the bog, thro’ the brake, and the mireland, 


And he call’d it the dear little Shamrock of Ireland, _ “ 5 


The dear little Shamrock, the sweet little Shamrock, — 
The dear little, sweet little Shamrock of Ireland. 


Phat dear little plant still grows in our land, 

i - Fresh and fair as the daughters of Erin ; 

- Whose smiles can bewitch and whose eyes can command, 
Wee 11! ae climate ie ever eDP Gay in. 


rao 


The dear little Shamrock, the sweet little Shemeor ks 
_ The dear little, sweet little Shamrock of Ireland. 


That dear little plant that springs from our soil, 
_ When its three little leaves are extended, 
S: Denotes from the stalk we together should toil, 
ea _And ourselves by outselves be befriended. 


From one root should branch like the Shanreck of Tele 
‘ The dear little Shamrock, the sweet little Shamrock, 
The dear little, sweet little Shamrock of Ireland. 


~ THE MINSTREL BOY. 


The minstrel boy to the war is gone. 
In the ranks of death you’ll find him ; 

His father’s sword he hath girded on, 
And his wild harp slung behind him. 

_ ‘*Land of song!”’ said the warrior bard, 

‘“Though all the world betrays thee, 

One sword at least thy rights shall guard, 
One faithful harp shall praise thee.”’ 


The minstrel fell, but the foeman’s chain 
Could not bring that proud soul under ; 

The harp he loved ne’er spoke again, 
For he tore its cords asunder ; 

And said ‘‘ No chains shall sully thee, 
Thou soul of love and bravery, 

Thy songs were made for the pure and free, 
They shall never sound in slavery.”’ 
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CANADA. 
6. (a) MaRc#. 
b) SpEAKER.—MISS MADGE McKENDRY. 


(c) CanaDIAN NationaL Sonc.—‘‘ The Maple Leaf.” - 
CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


Come comrades all together, hand in hand, 
Ye who are native, and ye from alien strand, 
Indian and French and all from England’s shore, 
Irishman, Scot and Russian Doukhobor ; 
Yet all one people. brave, industrious, free, 
One God, one purpose, and one destiny, 
Canadians all in Canada shall be. 


TEE MAP Lai be 


In days of yore the hero Wolie, 
Britain’s glory did maintain, 

And planted firm Britannia’s flag, 
On Canada’s fair domain, 

Here may it wave, our boast, our pride, 
And joined in love together, 

With Lily, Thistle, Shamrock, Rose, 
The Maple Leaf forever. 


CHORUS: 


The Maple Leaf our emblem dear, 
The Maple Leaf forever. 

God save our Queen, and heaven bless 
The Maple Leaf forever. — 


On many hard-fought battlefields, 
Our brave fathers side by side, 
For freedom, homes, and lov’d ones dear, 
Firmly stood, and nobly died ; a 
And those dear rights which they maintained, = 
We swear to yield them. never ! aa 
We’ll rally round the Union Jack, _ ee 
The Maple Leaf forever. | eam 


\ 
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God bless our loved Canadian home, 

Our Dominion’s vast domain ; 
_ May plenty ever be our lot, 

And peace hold an endless reign ; 

Our Union bound by ties of love, 
That discord cannot sever, 

And flourish green o’er Freedom’s home 
The Maple Leaf forever. 


On Merry England’s far-famed land, 
May kind heaven sweetly smile ; 

God bless old Scotland evermore, 
And Ireland’s Em’rald Isle ! 

Then swell the song both loud and long, 
Till rocks and forests quiver ; 

God save our Queen, and heaven bless 
The Maple Leaf forever. 


THE EMPIRE. 
. (a) ImprrtaL Marcu. 
(6) Speaker.—MISS MADGE McKENDRY. 


(c) Emprre Sone.—‘‘ Victoria is Our Queen.’”’— - { sean 
(d) Emprre Sona.—‘ Rule Britannia.”’ - = Arne. 


CHILDREN’S CHORUS. 


Canadians all, yes this shall be our pride 
Heirs of a land so rich, so free, so wide ; 
Yet one thought more shall fan the patriot fire, 
-. Our lands the glory of a great Empire, 
Far east and west, and north and south her coasts 
Extend, all fearless of invading hosts, 
And o’er her myriad peoples reigns, I ween, ‘ 
The queenliest woman and most womanly Queen. 
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O dearest island, far away 
Across the ocean wide, 

Our hearts are true to thee alway 
Whatever may betide. 

All o’er thy world-wide empire grand, 
We well may joy I ween, 

For we belong to Britain, 
And Victoria is our Queen. 


CHORUS : 


Yes, we are part of Britain, 
We well may joy I ween, 
For we belong to Britain and Victoria is our Queen. 


May choicest gifts from heaven above 
Upon our Queen be showered, 

For with a nation’s loyal love 
She shall for aye be dowered. 

We love our own dear native land 
Right loyally I ween, 

But we belong to Britain, 
And Victoria is our Queen. 


CHORUS : 
Yes, we are part of Britain, 
We well may joy I ween, 
For we belong to Britain and Victoria is our Queen. 


Then sing this song of fealty 
From east to western coast, 
This, this our pride shall ever be 
Our triumph and our boast ; 
Above us waves the dear old flag, 
The fairest earth has seen, — 
Our flag’s the flag of Britain, 
And Victoria is our Queen. 


_ Corus: — 
Yes, o’er us floats the flag, 
‘The fairest earth has seen. ; tts 
God bless the flag of Britain and Victoria our Queen. 


RULE BRITANNIA. 


_ When Britain first at heay’n’s command, 

___ Arose from out the azure main, . 
| Arose, arose from out the azure main ; 

_ This was the charter, the charter of the land, 

Ji And guardian angels sang this strain : 


CHORUS. 


‘‘Rule Britannia, Britannia rules the waves, 
Britons never shall be slaves.”’ 


The nations not so blest as thee, 

Must in their turn to tyrants fall, 

Must in, must in their turn to tyrants fall, 

~ While thou shalt flourish, shalt flourish great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 


The muses still with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy coast repair, 

Shall to, shall to thy happy coast repair ; 

 Blest Isle with beauty, with matchless beauty crowned, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 


“GOD SAVE THE QUEEN.” 


God save our gracious Queen, 
Long live our nobleQueen, 
God save our Queen. 
Send her victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God save the Queen. 


Thy choicest gifts in store, 
On her be pleased to pour, 
Long may she reign. 
- May she defend our laws, 
_ And ever give us cause, 
(a | To sing, with heart and voice, 
God save the Queen. 
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